ACT THREE
PON CIA: That's your business, since you're their mother. I have
enough to do just with serving you.
BERNARD A: Yes, you've turned quiet now.
PONCIA: I keep my place - that's all.
BERNARD A: The trouble is you've nothing to talk about. If there
were grass in this house, you'd make it your business to put the
neighbours' sheep to pasture here.
PONCIA: I hide more than you think.
BERNARD A: Do your sons still see Pepe at four in the morning?
Are they still repeating this house's evil litany?
PONCIA: They say nothing.
BERNARD A: Because they can't. Because there's nothing for them to
sink their teeth in. And all because my eyes keep constant watch!
PONCIA: Bernarda, I don't want to talk about this because I'm afraid
of what you'll do. But don't you feel so safe.
BERNARDA: Very safe!
PONCIA: Who knows, lightning might strike suddenly. Who knows
but what all of a sudden, in a rush of blood, your heart might
stop.
BERNARDA: Nothing will happen here. I'm on guard now against
all your suspicions.
PONCIA: All the better for you.
BERNARDA: Certainly, all the better!
SERVANT [entering]: I've just finished with the dishes. Is there any-
thing else, Bernarda?
BERNARDA [riswg]: Nothing. I'm going to get some rest,
PONCIA: What time do' you want me to call you?
BERNARDA: No time. Tonight I intend to sleep welL
[She goes out*}
PONCIA: When you're powerless against the sea, it's easier to turn
your back on it and not look at it.
SERVANT: She's so proudt She herself pulls the blindfold over her
eyes.
PONCIA: I can do nothing. I tried to head things off, but now they
frighten,me too much. You feel this silence? - in each room there's
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